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IN A COFFEE-SHOP

WITH A day of rain. Dockland is set In Its
appropriate element. It does not then look
better than before, but It looks what it is.
Not sudden April showers are meant, spark-
ling and revivifying, but a drizzle, thin and
eternal, as if the rain were no more than the
shadow cast by a sky as unchanging as poverty.
When real night comes, then the street lamps
dissolve ochreous hollows in the murk. It was
such a day as that; It was not night, for the street
lamps were not alight. There was no sound.
The rain was as noiseless as the passage of time.
Two other wayfarers were In the street with me,
One had no right there, nor anywhere, and knew
it, slinking along with his head and tail held low,
trailing a length of string through the puddles.
The other, too, seemed lost. He was idling as if